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	1. Chapter 1: Clipped Wings

So yeah, got the idea to write the HtTYD movie-story from Toothless' perspective. It has been done before, it will be done again, and I should probably focus on my already running projects –or school– rather than this, but now that I'm already writing it, it's a bit too late to change my priorities. Though I'm sure that people are waiting on the next chapter of Mann to the Core, and would rather see me writing on that than this (not to mention that I'm also overdue on the update for my RP, The resurgence of QAI, over on the spacebattles forums), I know very well that trying to focus on something else than what I currently "feel" like writing results in relatively poor quality and a distinct lack of major progress.

Oh, and by the way, as per my usual disclaimer, I hereby state that I am in no way the legal owner of any copyrighted materials, such as How to Train Your Dragon, which are not my own property. All properties belong to their respective owners.

* * *

><p><span><strong>Chapter 1: Clipped Wings<strong>

He'd been here longer than he cared to admit. Ever since that one time when he maybe, just _maybe_ strayed a bit too far from his original flock than what was really wise, he'd been stuck here, caught in the Queen's web of terror and control. They'd said that the area was to be avoided, but his curiousness had gotten the best of him and he'd flown in regardless, which ultimately ended up being… not quite as good of a decision as he'd initially expected. He'd flown right into one of the Queen's gathering parties and gotten talked into following them back to their nest, where he'd met the Queen and he had to serve her because it was best for him and how could _that_ voice ever be wrong?

Vaguely, some small part of his mind didn't quite agree, and it usually got louder the more time he spent away from the Queen, trying to tell him that the Queen was _bad and harm and pain and wrong_, but then he'd get back to the Nest and Her entrancing voice would push it back into the shadows of his mind, where it belonged. She had said that it was bad, and lying, and the Queen was _never_ wrong; sometimes, reality was wrong, and had to be adjusted to fit the Queen's words, but she was still right, even when reality did not agree. She said so, and as she was always right, it had to be true.

He felt a slight nudge in the back of his mind, and now he caught himself – _'web of terror and control'_? _What_ was he thinking? The Queen was wonderful; coming here had been the best decision in his life. She ruled, yes, but she herself had said that she was kind and caring –it _felt_ like the truth, coming from her– and she only ate one or two of the night-black dragon's nest mates when the food from the gathering expeditions had been more scarce than usual… albeit that was about half of the time, but she only ate what was needed for the Nest to survive. She was good for Them; She would not do such a thing unless necessary, and it only became necessary if the Nest failed to bring back enough to prevent starvation. If the Queen was well fed, so were They.

It was with those thoughts that he, as well as the majority of the Nest's other inhabitants, prepared to leave on yet another gathering expedition. They had split up into a few groups, with the first three aiming for hunting and fishing in the wilds, whilst the final two, being somewhat larger than the others, were headed for two different Builder-nests, where the food was more concentrated but also considerably more dangerous as the Builders themselves guarded it fiercely. He found himself in the fourth group; combat as usual. He was one-of-a-kind – there were no other Shadow Hunters in the Nest, and with his powerful fire he was a great aid to any aggressive gather, much more so than he would have been in the peaceful ones.

Usually, the flight there would be rather monotonous and, had it not been for the fact that he found himself getting roped into educating a rather annoying, young newcomer, a leaf-green Two-Head who just kept arguing with herself and had first come into the glory of the Queen just a few days ago, it would probably not have been any more eventful than usual.

Much to his chagrin, however, he found himself wasting the peaceful nightly flight by explaining the dangers of an aggressive gather; the Builders in particular taking up much of the focus. He explained the two-legged, wingless creatures, their comparative weakness to a dragon (a word which they'd actually picked up from the Builders; they didn't have a collective name for all their kin before, as what was the point back when there were only Them and Food?), balanced out by their nasty habit to come in swarms, much like Little-Biters, but above all, their danger laid in their apparent ability to create strange things; stone-throwing creatures out of the corpses of trees they mercilessly slaughtered; they made deadly claws out of rocks and controlled brown, twisty, snake-like creatures which had a nasty habit of ensnaring the nest-mates unfortunate enough to be caught by them, leaving them exposed and vulnerable. They couldn't breathe fire, but somehow they still made it appear around them, and worst of all, they had attempted on countless occasions to bring harm to the Nest – all failed of course, as the Nest was more than capable of stopping their floating sea-trees before they reached their apparent destination. Regardless, the intention was bad enough in its own right.

That little, different part of his mind piped up and said that maybe the Builders wouldn't be raiding the Nest if said Nest didn't 'aggressively gather' the Builders' food in the first place, but as the Queen had said, the Builders were merciless killers, beasts, evil creatures intent on destroying Them, so the Nest's efforts couldn't possibly have anything to do with those attacks. Obviously, the little part was lying again, and was thus ignored as it should be.

Before he managed to get even halfway through his explanation, their target appeared on the horizon. He probably would've been able to finish it had that insolent Two-Head not kept interrupting him by arguing with herself all the time – Shadow Hunters were higher in rank, and he had better things to do than wait for a Two-Head's arguments with itself to die down for the tenth time. Thus, he was in a bit of a sour mood as the gathering flare reached the Builder-nest, and began the gather.

As per his usual tactic, he held off during the first stages, unwilling to spend his efforts early when they might be more needed later. Silently, he watches the Builders erupt into chaos as his nest-mates swoop down to collect their bounty, but the disorder doesn't last for long, so he soon finds himself diving down, charging up his fire to destroy one of the Builders' stone throwers. Having picked up a few scraps here and there of the Builders' strange language over the years, he was able to detect their warning of a Shadow Hunter, followed by a command to avoid him, and as his first bolt of blue fire was released, eliminating the stone thrower in the process, he managed to catch a glimpse of the one he'd managed to identify as the Builders' queen, of sorts, as the being jumped out of the collapsing structure. Paying it no further thought, he swiftly turned around and unleashed a second bolt on the same target, demolishing the thrower's lower structure before he retreated back into the night, awaiting the appearance of another suitable target.

Before long, it revealed itself in the form of another active stone thrower, which swiftly met its end in much the same way as the first one, blasted into splinters by the azure fire of a Shadow Hunter. He circled around, taking a better look at the demolished tower; indecisive on whether or not it could use a second shot. It was during this moment that his ears picked up a precarious flapping sound, definitively not from any dragon. Then, all of a sudden, _something_ wrapped itself around him, denying him the use of his wings, and as he plummeted down towards the earth below, he let out a roar of pure fury.

Within moments, the freefall through the air was over as he rocketed straight into the trees below – at least he hadn't ended up in the water; there was no way he could have avoided drowning, if that was the case. He tore through the tree branches as if they weren't even there, helpless to stop his descent. Then, his fall led him straight into a tree, and as his left side careened into it at what some would call dizzying speeds, it shattered, sending splinters flying all over the place and causing a searing, near-blinding pain to erupt from his tail. He tumbled down a slope, sending earth flying in all directions and, as his mind finally fell to unconsciousness, he failed to register the fact that he was no longer in movement; that his fall was over; that he'd actually _survived_. (How much longer he was going to live now that he was immobilised was up for debate, though.)

* * *

><p>By the time he came to, the sun was up and shining brightly, much to the chagrin of the commonly nocturnal dragon. Considering his current state however… the time of day was definitively not high up on the list of problems. It felt like his body was on <em>fire<em>. Not literally, mind you – he'd had his fair share of arguments turning to brute force, often through the use of fire and flame, and this was definitively not like that.

No, it was much, _much_ worse. Even getting flamed in the mouth, in the middle of preparing fire yourself, couldn't begin to compare to this, and that was saying a_ lot_. His tail felt _especially_ bad; horrible, in fact, to the point where he just wanted to lie down and sleep for eternity.

He didn't stay awake for long, though he didn't _exactly_ spend eternity in blissful unconsciousness, either. A second time he woke, feeling somewhat better than before (though still by no means good, mind you); regardless, he quickly fell back to sleep again, his body not wishing to waste resources on wakefulness.

The third time, he doesn't wake by himself; _something is __**touching**__ him!_

Snapping his eyes open, he finds himself met with the sight of a Builder; a hatchling, even. It smelt of fear, surprise, the general _"I-am-a-Builder"_ smell (which he'd noted came in two varieties, male and female, though he was yet to figure out which was which) and, somewhat weakly, there was a stinging tint of metal blended in. It soon begins making noises, some of which he finds more comprehensible than others.

He recognises the word for _kill_, one for intent, and the one meaning _dragon_ as well. It's… telling him that it will kill him? Unsurprising; it's just like the Queen said. Merciless killers. Still, some part of him holds on to the hope that maybe, just _maybe_, his life wouldn't end yet (and in such a humiliating way, no less; killed by a _hatchling_, of all things! Oh if that happened he'd never _live_ it down.

…admittedly, that was a pretty terrible pun…)

His jaw was firmly held immobile by the snakes; he could not speak, so he tried to plead with his eyes. _Please_, he didn't want to die.

Unfortunately, all he managed to do was to upset the hatchling, which angrily stated that it was a Builder, holding up a metallic-smelling claw in its paws in obvious preparation for the kill. Anger raced through him. How stupid did it think he was? How would he _not_ know it was a Builder – he knew very well their looks and smell after his years of fighting.

…what did he expect, though? It was a beast – it did not know mercy. Giving out one last, pleading look, he closed his eyes and _gave up_. It was no use, but if he was going to die, he might as well keep what little dignity he had left.

But the strike never came.

The Builder-hatchling mumbled something in the background, and just a few moments later, the dragon's ears picked up a snap. Another one followed; the snake's grip weakened. More came, his legs were released and, suddenly, he was _free_.

Before his brain even registered what was happening, he found himself staring down into the forest-green eyes of the Builder-hatchling now firmly pinned under his right paw. The roles were reversed and, unlike the hatchling, he wouldn't miss the kill.

His nose soon caught up, telling him that the hatchling smelled strongly of fear, some surprise and ...wonder? Why did it smell of wonder? It makes no sense; the fear was as it should be, but it shouldn't be amazed like that. It wasn't even fighting back.

Actually, come to think of it, it had probably released him _deliberately_. It had him where it was fully capable of harming, even killing him, and yet it had _let. Him. Go_. He couldn't kill it now – if he did, he would be _worse_ than the Builder; killing someone who had just spared your life was just about the most shameful thing one could do. His life having been spared, he owed it on his honour to the one who spared it to return the favour. He couldn't kill this hatchling, no matter how much he wished to.

He _could_, however, warn him, even if he couldn't violently enforce his warning. So he gathered up his pent-up anger and frustration, and let it go, roaring _"Stay away from me!"_ with all his might. Then, he turned and took flight, hoping that he'd never see the hatchling again.

Something went wrong, however.

All of a sudden, his flight veered off to the left, slamming his body straight into a nearby tree. Roaring in confusion, he got back on course, only to lose control once again. He tried once more, but it was hopeless. He had no control – it almost felt as if...

_**No.**_ It couldn't be...

Rising from the ground once more, he brought his tail out in front of his eyes and-

_No! No, no, no! _It couldn't be! His left tailfin was gone! _Gone!_ Oh this wasn't happening! _It... it couldn't... gone.._.

At that moment, the dragon broke, letting out a wail of ultimate despair and loss. Flight was his All; the thought of losing it, unbearable. He grieved for hours, eventually growing quieter as time passed, until the mental exhaustion was simply too much, and he passed out, sleeping firmly on the soft grass covering the ground.

* * *

><p>Figured that this was as good a time as any to end the first chapter. Hope you enjoyed it.<p>

Comments and reviews are appreciated.


	2. Chapter 2: The Calling

When writing this, it has come to my attention that not being in the possession of a _working_ copy of the movie which I can actually use to check the minor details at one point or another ends up being rather annoying when one is writing a fic so heavily reliant on getting the details right. Good thing that there's so many sources of information to look at, then, when one cannot recall a specific detail. Hopefully I got them all right.

* * *

><p><span><strong>Chapter 2: The Calling<strong>

When he awoke, it was somewhere near the end of the night, and he felt sick to his stomach. He wasn't _literally_ sick –in fact, he hadn't eaten since before the last Gather, and was actually quite hungry– but he could clearly feel a sickening feeling lingering in his stomach, reminding him that, without his flight, he would most likely starve before long.

The thought of his current... state still held with it a near mind-crushing sorrow, but he was done grieving for now. That didn't mean that he was by any means happy, though; he didn't want to get up, or do anything at all, for that matter. Regardless, not even attempting to do anything would do nothing save speed up his demise, so despite his wishes he found himself raising his head and taking a _real_ look at where he was.

He was met with a clear view of a steep cliff wall. Turning his head gave show to the fact that the place where he'd spent the night was a rather deep cove of some sort. About half of its ground area was covered with a pond, some parts of it shallower than others, and he thought he could see water-food swimming around in there. Provided he'd be able to catch them, he'd be able to sustain himself for a few days on them. There was also a small waterfall streaming down a part of the nearby cliffs, providing a constant source of water for the pond itself. Another part of the cliffs held large roots, the size of which suggested that a very old tree was in the other end, and amongst the roots there grew a myriad of smaller plants of various kinds.

The land around the pond was mostly covered in lush, green grass, with the occasional stone or boulder protruding from the surface and disrupting the monotony. Other than that, the mostly flat though slightly uneven ground was fairly unremarkable.

There was a slight problem with the cove, though, in that the stone walls surrounding it were tall, steep and entirely lacking of any handholds. There were some small spaces, cracks and passages in the walls, but none large enough for him to climb through. Of course, normally this wouldn't be an issue, but since he… well, flying was seemingly the only way to get out of the cove, and he couldn't… couldn't…

Letting out a sad croon, he laid his head back down onto the ground and closed his eyes, wishing to forget the whole ordeal ever happened. Of course, no amount of wishing would bring his tailfin back, but his hope was pretty much all he had by this point. He _had_ to keep telling himself – one day he'd fly again. The fact that he didn't believe himself only made things worse, tearing at his hope, lessening it bit by bit. His future seemed bleak at best, non-existent at worst… or was it the other way around? Was life even worth living anymore?

Drawn back into the depths of depression with his thoughts, he began a silent repeat of yesterday's mourning which, whilst not quite as intense as the previous one, still left him seemingly dead to the outside world. The Queen herself could (had she somehow managed to leave the Nest) have stood right in front of him, and he never would've known, so caught up in his sorrows was he.

* * *

><p>Once more, he grieved for an indeterminable span of time, until he was suddenly torn out of his reverie by a very familiar feeling. He felt… a <em>pull<em>. The Queen was calling him –as well as practically every other dragon in the closer parts of the archipelago– back to the Nest. Whatever he had been doing, it wasn't important; getting back was his one and only priority now.

Without thinking, he flew into the air… and promptly splashed head-first into the cold water that filled the cove's resident lake. The fact that it happened in the shallower part was both a blessing and a curse. On one hand, it meant he didn't end up nearly drowning, as he was definitively not an aquatic dragon; he was a _very_ poor swimmer. On the other, though, it meant that his head made what would commonly be a very painful contact with the bottom of the lake. It was unpleasant, to say the least.

In his entranced state, however, he registered neither the risk nor the pain, as the Call aimed his entire mental capacity towards The One Goal. He took flight again, and crashed into the hard, unforgiving wall of rock surrounding him. Still, he wouldn't, _couldn't_ be deterred – the Call wouldn't let him, even if he'd wanted to. So he climbed.

He prepared himself, threw a powerful beat with his wings and tried to get as high as possible, to climb up past the obstacle blocking him. Beating as hard as he could with his wings, he barely held himself in place halfway up the cliff as his paws scrambled for a grip, to no avail. He fell back, having gained nothing. So he tried again.

And again.

And again.

He tried until his wings would no longer let him, until his limbs felt depleted and exhausted. The Call was relentless, but he had no more to give. It was all keeping him on his feet now – were the Call to stop, he'd collapse as the forced tension left him.

Said Call, however, would not relent so easily, and as his efforts stopped simply because they could go no further, the tension gathered in his chest; he had to take action, lest the tension grow to unbearable levels.

So he did the only thing he could, used the only part of him not yet exhausted: his fire. For the pure sake of relieving tension, he launched a small, azure fireball at the ground in front of him, turning the grass unfortunate enough to be caught in the blast into ash.

His eyes caught movement at the edge of his vision, in the water, and he turned to look at the pair of small water-food which had gathered near the pond's edge. As his stomach reminded him of its presence, he carefully approached the waterline, preparing to snap the food into his jaws. Unfortunately, once he –moments later– set his plan into motion, his exhaustion worked against him, slowed him down, and the food escaped without so much as a scratch, leaving him with a mouthful of water as his only prize.

Suddenly, there was a noise to his right; something had fallen. Reacting on pure instinct, he turned to the sight of the noise's source: the Builder-hatchling from yesterday, which had apparently decided to ignore his warning, and which was now situated in one of the small cracks the dragon knew he wouldn't fit through, halfway up the cliff wall. Realising it had been spotted, said hatchling froze... before turning and escaping the scene, leaving the onyx-black dragon alone with the water-food once more. Strange creature, why would it follow him here in the first place? One only did that when wanting to stay together with one they cared for, or when hunting food – he was obviously not the latter, and the mere notion of the hatchling _caring_ for him was ridiculous; Builders couldn't _care_; it was not in their nature. But then... why would it be here in the first place? Chance encounter, perhaps? Yes, that had to be it.

Of course, there was suddenly a whole new problem, in that the hatchling would probably tell the other Builders about his presence, and he wasn't really... capable of escaping from a horde of Builders right now. The truth was right in his face; his chances were depleted and his death was not far off. Two days ago, the mere notion of ending up in such a situation would've seemed impossible to him, and he would've laughed at anyone who'd said that he would end up flightless, trapped in a small cove on a Builder-infested island and on the brink of starvation with impending doom looming over him, all in just two days.

His thoughts were torn from their paths by a particularly insistent attempt by the Call; his wings unfurled themselves without notice, and he unwillingly found himself in a takeoff position despite knowing very well that there was no point in trying any more than he'd already had. Unfortunately, once he got back in control, he was already in the air and heading for another cold bath, this time in a deeper part of the collection of water known as a pond. With the last of his strength, he angled his body and gave out one last, mighty flap with his wings in an attempt to escape a watery demise.

It did not quite work as intended; his tailfin drew his momentum off-course, sending him into an utterly uncontrollable spin. Disoriented from the merciless rotational movement, he could only hope that wherever he landed, it would not be lethal.

For once, his hopes came true, as he made contact with a non-liquid surface – grass grazed his back as he landed, upside-down, on solid ground. Unfortunately, his luck was short-lived, as within moments, his momentum carried his head straight into a particularly hard stone. _Ouch_. Good thing he had scales. Had he been fur-food, he probably would've gotten at least a severe headache, but being a scaly creature meant he found himself able to avoid such a fate.

His exhaustion flooded his senses; he felt drained and, for a moment, he simply laid there, doing absolutely nothing. It took several minutes for him to notice how quiet the call had been. In fact, he couldn't sense it at all anymore. Had it... stopped? Was it gone? He couldn't feel it, it simply wasn't there, so it had to have given up.

Now, don't get him wrong, he loved the Queen as much as the next dragon, and had he been able to he would've happily heeded her call, but when one was unable to do so the Call could be truly horrid, making the relief all the more powerful once it ceased.

Relief filled him as he spent the next few minutes relishing the serene feeling of not being Called, and he probably would have fallen asleep right there and then, had his instincts not practically screamed at him to not sleep out in the open, in broad daylight with his stomach up, and _especially_ not when there were probably Builders coming for him. The least he could do was find a better place to rest.

Despite his limbs' protests, he flipped himself over with his left wing, getting his paws back on the ground, after which he slowly rose on shaky legs. His brain worked furiously to find a suitable location as fast as possible, preferrably close-by so he didn't have to walk very far. Before long, his brain provided a suitable suggestion in the form of a hidden spot between a collection of rocks and the cliffs, on ground level rather close to where he'd last seen the hatchling though fortunately out of sight from there. The fact that the stone protruded somewhat above it meant that he'd be fairly hidden from above as well, whilst kept hidden from all the other directions too. It was the perfect hiding spot, though he'd prefer to call it _ambush location_, from where he could catch eventual attackers off-guard.

Making his way over there was harder than he expected, as he had to climb over a rather big rock to get to where he was going; not an easy task, considering how worn-out he already was. Still, he eventually managed to get to his destination where he, upon swiftly burning the grass beneath him, laid down to rest, silently listening for the probably-soon-to-be-here Builders.

They never came, however, and once night started to fall, his exhaustion finally won over his determination to discover the Builders before they discovered him. He fell asleep, safely hidden, on his comfy, charred grass.

* * *

><p>So yeah, chapter two. Got this done with more than half of my minimum chapter release delay of one week left to go, and oh how I wanted to throw schedule to the wind and let it go right there and then, but it would be wiser to gather up a backlog, so I can hopefully keep up a more steady schedule should I run into a writer's block sometime later on.<p>

On another note, comments and reviews are appreciated. Yes, I am going to say that at the end of every chapter.


	3. Chapter 3: Forming a truce

Alright, well, this chapter took somewhat longer to write than the two previous ones (barely getting this one done in time, despite having worked on it for over a week already) as the initial writing-spurt from creating a new story is starting to run out, combined with a bunch of tests from school slowing things down. Regardless, I'll try to keep the updates flowing; hopefully the schedule will remain intact. On the plus side, though, this chapter's longer than the previous ones, so there's that.

* * *

><p><span><strong>Chapter 3: Forming a truce<strong>

The next morning was unspeakably dull. As it turns out, being trapped in a rather small cove with nothing but water-food (which oh-so-happens to refuse to be caught) for company tends to make oneself a bit stir-crazy, and by the time it was mid-day, he was desperate for something to do, despite the fact that he'd already turned his sleeping schedules entirely upside-down, what with being awake in the middle of the day.

Eventually, he settled for simply relaxing in the sun, perched on a mid-sized rock near his hideout. It was possible that he may have dozed off somewhere along the way, for there was a chunk of time mysteriously devoid of any memories. Or there might have just been absolutely nothing going on, which would also explain it. Either way, it was suddenly afternoon, and he was stirred from his rest by a very suspicious noise. He thought he... had he heard a branch breaking?

Dismissing the event as a miscellaneous occurrence, he closed his eyes again and –_snap_– there it was again!

Now fully alert, he raised his head as his ears stood erect, trying to pinpoint the noise's source. For a few seconds, all was quiet, until... –_snap_– there! To his right, behind the... rock wall? That makes no sense; must be a tunnel or something.

Turning his entire body to face the direction of the noises, in case he'd need to attack it, he observed the cliff and, true to his suspicions, there was a small opening in it which, whilst undoubtedly too small for him to squeeze through, would certainly be able to provide passage for something much smaller.

Then, for no apparent reason, one light-blue piece of water-food suddenly flew out of the opening, landing with a splat on the green grass before it. The smell was intoxicating, and he found himself having a hard time not to simply run down there that very instant and consume it whole, but within the food's delicious smell there was a notable hint of Builder. Combine that with the fact that it had spontaneously flown in seemingly from nowhere, and it definitely smelt like a trap, leaving him with an internal struggle between his brain and his stomach.

Fortunately, the trap-layer was apparently the most impatient one in the world, as it came into view within a matter of seconds. Out from the opening came that very same Builder-hatchling whom he'd already encountered twice before and, after pulling on something in the opening which was out of the dragon's view, the hatchling made its way towards the 'bait' and picked it up with its right front paw.

With the threat having gone from notable to practically nonexistent (the hatchling itself hadn't killed him before, when it had him at his most vunerable, so it would probably not do so now (if it was even capable, which he doubted), and nobody in their right mind uses a _hatchling_ as bait), his stomach soon emerged victorious in his inner argument, and he quietly descended from his perch, determined to get a hold of that fabulously-smelling piece of food. Judging by that absolutely priceless look on the small Builder's face as it turned to discover him, he'd caught it off guard and, quite frankly, it looked rather frightened. Moments later, it held the food out to him in a typical gesture; with the food as a gift, it was offering a truce. Perhaps they were more intelligent than he'd given them credit for, those Builders (or at the very least, this one); no mere beast recognised a truce, much less attempted to create one. Maybe the Queen _could_ be wrong, after all?

Taking a careful, somewhat suspicious step forward, he took a tentative sniff... and nearly immediately noticed the metallic scent of a fake claw; _of course_ it couldn't be an offer of truce, beasts understood no such things; it was bait to draw him close. Well, he wouldn't fall for it.

Adopting a threatening posture, he growled a simple _"You have fake claws with you; I'm not coming any closer, and don't you dare do so either."_

Somehow, it appears he actually managed to make himself understood, as the hatchling lifted up its outer skin -they could _do_ that?-, revealing the small yet undoubtedly dangerous fake claw hidden beneath. It reached for it, and the dragon gave out a particularly strong, wordless warning growl, daring the Builder to make even the slightest threatening move.

"_Yes, that, get rid of it!"_ he said, and once again, the hatchling actually _listened_, as it tentatively grabbed a small part of the claw with its right arm and held it out as far as the limb could reach, before dropping it, letting it fall to the ground with a low thump. Still, he wasn't satisfied; it was far too close, and could be reached for way too easily. With a somewhat less hostile tone, _"That's not far enough."_ came out of his mouth. The Builder then grabbed the claw with its right back paw (note to self: Builders can apparently use the back limbs in a similar manner as their front ones; keep in mind during encounters) and, after the dragon threw a vague gesture with his head towards the pond, a small splash followed, rendering the claw inaccessible to all except Sea-Sprayers and other aquatic dragons capable of getting there.

Suddenly, with the threat removed once more and the hatchling still in place, holding out the food, the truce-offering theory once more seemed much more likely. However, as said truce was not currently in place, one could never be too careful, and so he carefully made his approach, eyes fixed on the 'prize' of sorts all along. Just as he got into biting range, the hatchling spoke, and from the pieces he understood, _could,_ _have _and _you_, hapazardly assembled into _'you could have this'_, only reinforced his belief that yes, this was indeed an offer of a truce. Before the sentence in question was even finished, he slid his teeth out of his gums and bit down on the offer, throwing it up in the air and then snapping it in half, sending both the delicious pieces down into his hungry belly.

As per custom with any truce offering, the one who was offered said truce, in this case himself, would come up close and smell the other party, learning to recognise their smell amongst others. Originally it was probably done for the sake of avoiding nasty surprises where one of the two attack first and look later, but these days it wasn't much more than an old tradition forever accompanying the truce itself. He had to admit, though, that the so-called original purpose would be quite helpful, what with the other party smelling so similar to what he'd come to connect with danger, so being able to tell this Builder from the others without looking could prove very helpful in the future.

Said Builder, it seemed, did not know of this custom, and ended up moving backwards, forcing him to follow along as he took in the creature's smell in all its nyances, from the basic odor of the creature itself to the hints of smoke and salt-water, though where he'd gotten the smoke-smell was a mystery; he didn't look burned, and by now the smell since the last Gather should have gone out, had it come too close to fire back then. Maybe it had burnt itself on one of the Builders' fires, or simply stayed too close to said fires; could also be a natural smell, like those of Smokebreathers which seemed to simply cling to anything in their vicinity. There was one more noteworthy smell: ...Spiketail? A female one, if the scent wasn't lying, but why did it smell of dragon in the first place? Strange, the smell from the last Gather should have gone out by now.

Eventually, the Builder ended up pinned between a small stone and the dragon's nose, at which point said Builder uttered another sentence, the parts of which he understood translating roughly to _I no have more_. Hold on, had the hatchling used the last piece of food in its possession for the sake of the truce? That wouldn't do – they had a truce, and thus also a cooperative relation; it wouldn't do for the hatchling to starve itself to death for his sake.

Despite his stomach's insitent complaints, he managed to force one half of the offer back up, sending it out of his mouth and down onto the hatchling. Then, he sat down on his hind legs and stared, waiting for the hatchling to eagerly consume the half like any other hatchling in the presence of easily obtainable food would. At least, in most cases; there were certain... exceptions.

Strangely, though, there was a clear lack of food-related enthusiasm emitting from the hatchling. It seemed uncertain, like it didn't quite know what to do with the piece of food which had just been returned to it. He briefly sent his gaze down to the still untouched food piece, trying to figure out why it was just that, untouched.

"_Food. Eat."_ he urged, simplifying his words so there would be no room for misunderstanding, and he was rewarded with the food being warily lifted up to slightly below the hatchling's eye level. Moments later, it -quite reluctantly- took a bite out of said food, making highly expressive, overly obvious motions saying _'I am eating'_. He wasn't fooled, seeing as it was a bit _too_ expressive, not to mention that the hatchling wasn't swallowing the food, but rather just keeping the food in its mouth for some strange reason.

"_Good. Swallow."_ he said, swallowing himself for the sake of demonstration and- why was he even doing this? He felt ridiculous sitting there, acting like the Builder in front of him was a dragon hatchling refusing to eat for one reason or another. Not like it happened very often, but still.

Regardless, his encouragement had the desired effect, as the piece began its journey down into the Builder's stomach. Of course, then it changed its mind and almost regurgitated the piece back up again, before coming to its senses and swallowing its food again. It didn't seem satisfied, exactly, giving off a rather dissatisfied impression as it shuddered, obviously not happy with the piece. Strange, it was food, which should be easily consumed; the Builder looked more like it had tried to consume foulfood. They stashed the food, so they ate it... right? Builders fed on their food, didn't they? To be honest, he'd never seen them eat anything, aside from just there and then; he didn't actually _know _what they usually ate. For all he knew, their diet could be made of entirely foulfood, or plants, or some other weird thing which plainly wasn't edible by him.

Having swallowed the food, the hatchling bared its teeth but, strangely, not in a threatening way. Despite having its teeth clearly visible in a way which would be a clear sign of aggression from almost any dragon, it didn't look like it even tried to be threatening. As a matter of fact, it looked rather... happy.

Deciding that if the Builder could do it, so could he, he began to open his mouth in the same way as the other creature, though he kept his teeth retracted to avoid giving off a threatening posture. After a few moments, he was fairly certain that he'd managed to replicate the builder's expression rather well, though he must have been misinterpreted for, without warning, the hatchling reached out for him and, whilst they _did_ have some manner of trust established between them now, he was well aware of the damage Builders could do with their front paws, even without their creations, and he wasn't about to endanger himself unnecessarily. He wasn't exactly very knowledgeable about the Builders, so for all he knew he may have just done something completely different than he'd intended. Therefore, he told the hatchling to get its paw away from him (that may have come out a bit angrily) and turned, taking to the air for a moment until his current predicament forced him to return to the ground, now on the other side of the cove.

Figuring that there was no point in hiding -no, preparing for an ambush. He was a Shadow Hunter, he did _not_ hide- anymore, seeing as the main danger had greatly diminished as the hatchling had apparently decided to not lead the entire Builder-nest here, he charred a small piece of grassy ground before laying down on it, planning to try and turn his now-twisted day-night sleeping schedule right again.

Much to his chagrin, however, the curious hatchling didn't leave him alone, as before long it sat near him, silently observing him. Deciding to plainly ignore the builder, he pulled his tail out in front of his face and opened the one remaining tailfin, effectively cutting off line-of-sight between the two creatures' faces. Of course, after a few moments of consideration he realised the futility and foolishness of what he'd just done; if anything, he only limited himself by disallowing him a clear view of the other's actions, and by now he supposed he'd made his point.

Pulling his tailfin down again, he rapidly proved the last part of his thoughts false, as he came face-to-face with a paw clearly on its way to attempt to touch his tailfin. Of course, the moment the owner of the paw -the Builder-hatchling- discovered that it'd been spotted in its endevour, it swiftly pulled the limb back and rose from its seated position, making a very awkward and unconvincing act of _I-wasn't-doing-anything-and-I'm-just-going-to-go-away-now_. Needless to say, the Shadow Hunter was far from convinced, and got moving again, heading towards a small tree. Upon reaching it, he pulled his tail up towards the closest tough-looking branch and pulled himself up, hanging from it, by his tail, as he covered his body in its entirety with his own wings. Sleep came naturally from there.

* * *

><p>Once he awoke, his first action was to move his wings -not very much, just a little bit, enough to grant him a view of his surroundings- and as a result, he was met with the sight of the very same cove he'd fallen asleep in, now bathed in the purple-red hye of a sun about to leave for the night. It wasn't his usual sleeping habits, but he'd gotten closer, at least. A quick glance revealed how similar the place looked; nothing had changed since he'd fallen asleep. The walls were still as steep, rocks and trees were where he'd left them, the Builder still sat nearby, the- hold on, the Builder was still here?<p>

Apparently yes, the Builder in question _was_ still here, sitting on a small rock a short ways off and doing something which was, from his current angle, indiscernible. Predictably, the fact that it was indiscernible did nothing save peak his curiosity, and so he swiftly returned himself to the ground, strolling over to find out what, exactly, was going on over there. What he found, however, made little sense.

Wielding a piece of wood in its right paw, the hatchling was making marks in the dirt for no apparent reason. There was a big circle, a few smaller circles within the big one, another pair set next to said big one, and then there came another two, this time within the ones within the big one, even smaller than the previous ones. Regardless, he could see little point with the lines, as they didn't seem to make any sort of pattern; none of them were very similar to any other, as they all varied in shape and size. Still, he wasn't about to get out-done by a hatchling; he, too, could make marks in the dirt, and that was exactly what he was going to do. He'd make _better_ lines.

Moving from his position next to the hatchling, which he'd previously positioned himself in whilst trying to find out about the creature's actions, he made his way to the nearest young, reasonably sized tree, grasped it with his jaws and tore it out of the dirt, before proceeding to return to the hatchling's position with his own piece of wood.

Dragging the wood-piece around, he began to make his own -much bigger- lines in the dirt. A circle here became a line there, spin around there and- oops, hit the hatchling. Let's see, it needs a dot there, and let's draw that line there, around here and there, this there and it's done.

Dropping the wood, he stepped back to admire his work. To be fair, it looked about as chaotic as the hatchling's creation, but at least it was bigger, which had to count for something. The hatchling in question stood in the center, wearing an expression and smell somewhere between amazement and surprise; he must've made better lines than expected, then.

A moment later, the hatchling started to move, stepping right on one of the Shadow Hunter's marks. Was it trying to ruin his one, thus making its own look better in comparison? Well, he'd have none of that; he'd made _better_ lines, and wasn't about to have them ruined anytime soon. Fortunately, the hatchling soon realised its mistake, and lifted the offending paw back up. Good, it had- now it was doing it again. Bad hatchling!

"Stop doing that!" he growled out, and the paw was lifted up once more. For a moment it held still, until it carefully descended once more.

"That's it, do it one more time and I'll-" he warned, cutting himself off mid-sentence when the paw was lifted up for the third time. And the hatchling stepped _over_ the line, not on it, having finally listened, unlike what the majority of the draconian hatchling-population would.

It kept moving, twisting and twirling in its efforts to pass through the myriad of lines, never quite sure of where it was going to go next yet managing to avoid every single 'bad' spot. He quietly observed its antics as it unknowingly got closer and closer to him, having inadvertedly chosen a path which led straight to him. And then there it was, right before him. He let out a breath he didn't know he'd been holding, and as the air blew on the fur situated on the other creature's head, it turned and saw where, exactly, it had ended up. And then, of course, it stretched out its paw again, ruining the moment.

It got about a Little-Biter's length (not counting the tail) away from his head, before he cut the movement off with a sharp "that's close enough". It was retracted a little, fearfully, but then something completely unexpected was done: the hatchling stretched it back out, and turned its head, leaving the limb completely at the Shadow Hunter's mercy. He could easily tear off the whole thing in an instant, held as it was right where he was the most capable of biting down; it sent a powerful message. The hatchling trusted him. Not only trusted, but _trusted_, almost to the point of blind trust; it truly believed that he'd do it no harm, even when it was at its most vunerable.

The limb stopped, held right in front of him with barely a claw's length in between. His head thrusted forwards, got slightly closer before he actually thought about what he was doing, and stopped in uncertainty. Barely a moment later, instinct won out in the internal struggle, and he closed his eyes, leaning forwards once more and ending the distance.

They held their position for a moment, the Builder's paw on the dragon's nose, before they separated once more, the moment having come to an end. Still, the Builder's smell clinged to his nose and made everything else smell weird; he let out a low snort and shook his head slightly, trying to get rid of the clingly smells. Fortunately, the smells were rather easily vanquished and, having gotten rid of them, he turned and moved away. He was done with these antics for the night.

* * *

><p>So yeah, end of chapter. A short bit above, Toothless didn't quite recognise the drawing as, well, he's a dragon, and so his mind works differently, in the same manner that he wouldn't see the clouds as being shaped as something other than clouds; <em>'they're just clouds, right?'<em>

Anyways, thanks for reading; feedback, such as comments and reviews, is appreciated. Also, a great thanks to those of you who have favorited and/or followed this story. It gives a really nice feeling to see that people are reading and enjoying my writing.


	4. Chapter 4: To soar again

Okay, so by now you might have noticed that I didn't write a disclaimer in the top of the second or third chapters – I actually hadn't noticed it myself until I started writing on this one. Regardless, to solve this little 'crisis' I've accidentally made for myself, I'm just going to state the following: "All chapters in this story are under the dislaimer as found in chapter 1, and would therefore prefer not to be sued, economically slaughtered and/or otherwise attacked, maimed, 'relieved' of their tailfins or in any other way threatened by a suit of law or other potentially harmful action."

Now, with that out of the way, here's chapter four.

* * *

><p><span><strong>Chapter 4: To soar again<strong>

The Builder left soon afterwards, leaving the cove relatively calm and silent, as there was no real reason for the now-sort-of-resident Shadow Hunter to be running around the place, what with nothing happening nearby and him being, sadly, incapable of going elsewhere.

He spent a bit of time trying to catch the local water-food, though the results weren't really that good, as all he got out of it was a small, grey-scaled one which could barely be considered a snack. Of course, anything was better than nothing, but he'd probably used more energy catching it than what he'd get out of it; quite possibly, it would have been better to simply do nothing. It was somewhat depressing, actually.

Getting back up out of the shallows after yet another failed attempt, the dragon let out what could be best described as a frustrated sigh, of sorts, though it probably sounded more like a growl to another's ears. He knew very well that, at this rate, he'd eventually starve to death; until such a time when he could move elsewhere -at least out of this tiny cove- he simply wouldn't be able to gather enough to feed himself for long, and even if he _were_ capable of catching the food he could reach, the available food supply would run out much faster than it would replenish air under his wings was running out (figuratively, of course), and he was powerless to stop it. As much as it pained him to admit it, he'd need... _help_ if he was going to survive.

Now, there were several issues with this predicament. Firstly, help was not common in the slightest and hard to acquire, so the possibility of getting it in the first place, much less keeping it for any longer duration was low. Secondly, his chances of getting help were even lower, seeing as he needed it, and thus could be of little help to whoever helped him. Usually, help would be in the form of two dragons helping eachother, unless one were a hatchling of course, and with him being unable to be very helpful to anyone else, it would be even harder to get any sort of aid. And then, of course, there was the third factor in that it was downright embarassing to ask for help, especially for one of his kind. He was a Shadow Hunter, and had an image to uphold. Besides, there was nobody around to ask; not like he could really do anything about that. Well, nobody except that hatchling, if it returned, but the little Builder would never be able to provide enough food to help him, even if it did manage to catch more; any dragon with _that_ stature (aside from a Little-Biter and other small ones, which were supposed to be that tiny) would, unless in the Queen's service (where at least some had to go to the Queen), consume everything for itself in an attempt to grow, leaving nothing left for sharing, and he had no reason to assume that the Builders were any different.

* * *

><p>Apparently, as it shows, the hatchling thought differently, showing up again the next day with the most amazing smells trailing it. Of course, it was in the middle of the <em>day<em>, right in the middle of his usual sleeping schedule, which made it a bit less great. Stupid diurnal creature.

Getting up fron his resting position on the ground -a mostly grassy patch near the cliff wall, between the waterfall and the large tree's roots- he turned to face the other creature, which was carrying two strange objects. One was, by the looks of it, some sort of round object made with dried grass, and it was emitting those fabulous smells which made him want to simply run up there and consume the smells' source right there and then. Being somewhat distracted by the food, he didn't really pay that much attention to the second object, whatever it was. He didn't know, and right now he didn't care, as the Builder had just turned the first object onto its side, at which point it had burst open, letting out a cascade of water-food of various shapes, sizes and types. The delicious smells, growing even stronger now that there was nothing to contain them, assaulted his senses and made his mouth water; he had to eat the food, now.

He circled around towards the multicolored pile as the hatchling babbled on, apparently having different names for the various types of water-food. His face reached the collection before long, though as he was preparing to take the first piece into his jaws he caught whiff of something absolutely horrid, a smell so vile it made him rear back instinctively. The Builder seemed to understand that something was not right, and lifted out a yellow-and-black _something_ out of the pile. He reared back as the smell multiplied tenfold, no longer covered by the other food's, and within moments, he'd recognised the foulfood held in the creature's paw.

"That's foulfood! How can you _touch_ that?!" he hissed out, wishing to get as far away as possible though failing since his limbs felt like they were frozen to the spot, thus limiting him to simply leaning back. The horrid experience lasted for but a moment longer before his predicament was resolved by the very same being that had brought the cause in the first place; the foulfood was thrown away to where its smell was distant enough to be ignored with relative ease, allowing him to regain control of his senses and return to satiate his hunger. Why the foulfood was there in the first place he didn't know and, even though it wasn't exactly a pleasant experience, there was no point in keeping his mind on the matter. He was far too hungry to care right now, the food was too alluring.

Practically shoving his head into the pile, he gulped down the first piece of food he saw, savoring the taste for but a moment before the same fate befell a second piece. Then a third, and fourth; mindlessly, he kept eating, able to satisfy his hunger at last. So caught up in his feeding was he, so that it was not until the last piece of food had met its demise that he noticed the weight on his tail. Pulling his head out of the grass-based construction it had found itself in, having ended up there when trying to find more to eat, he looked up, his ears turning to listen to what was going on. Between what he heard and felt, it was rather easy to determine that the Builder had somehow ended up on top of the tail, the more distant part to be exact. Then something clasped around said tail, right above his... tailfin...

A completely impossible idea took form in his mind. The very idea that a Builder, a hatchling, could do what he could not, and restore his tailfin, was absurd.

Experimentally, he opened up his own tailfin, moving it around, both up and down, and felt another, unfamiliar weight respond in turn on the tail's other side. What was better, the tail didn't feel like it would turn over at any moment when he lifted the fin; for the first time in days, it felt balanced, and a balanced tail meant...

His wings hit the ground; the realisation striking him: if whatever the Builder had done actually worked, flight could be his once more.

Barely daring to believe it, he carefully unfolded his wings and prepared to leap into the air. His muscles tensed, ready to act at a moment's notice. Then, lowered himself to the ground, held for but a moment and then he pushed off with all the might of his legs, flying into the air and beating with his wings as much as he could.

Amazingly, he remained airborne with his course straight, no longer veering off uncontrollably. The feeling of flight, after having been denied from him for days, was exhillarating, and he'd probably have let out a roar of pure joy right there and then, were it not for the fact that, after barely a few moments' worth of flight, things took a turn for the worse. Litterally, as he suddenly veered off to his left and started to dive despite his wishes, plummeting down towards what would certainly be a highly unpleasant, if not outright dangerous landing against the grass-and-rock-covered ground which was now a noticeable, yet rapidly decreasing distance below him. He fell, his descent completely out of his own control; powerless to stop it.

Then, as suddenly as the plummeting had started, it ended as the Builder's creation finally did what it was supposed to, catching the air and, together with his own tailfin, turning his course straight towards the skies. He rose above the forest, feeling the air under his wings and revelling in the freedom of flight. He leveled out, then inexplicably made a turn to his right, the new tailfin turning him without asking, but he just couldn't bring himself to care right now, for he was _free_ once more.

His course carried him back down and around; liquid flowed beneath him as he soared over the cove's resident collection of water, soon to be a place he visited only in memory. Or, at least, that's what he thought, right up until his mind was interrupted by his ears, telling him that there was definitively Builder-speech going on right behind him, somewhere around his tail area. As one would suspect, he wondered what the source was, and thus threw a glance backwards, looking at the area in question.

He found himself looking right at a small hatchling, clinging to his tail and barely holding on. What was _that_ doing there? He couldn't fly around with a hatchling on his tail! Not only would his maneuvers be far more sloppy with such a limitation, but the hatchling in question would also be putting itself in rather grave danger unnecessarily; it'd fall off the moment he'd make a sharp turn.

Actually, come to think of it, that's a great idea. The water below him would cushion the landing and, provided that Builders didn't sink like rocks, it would be a great way to get it off his tail without causing significant harm in the process.

Said and done, he took a sudden turn to his left, his new course closer to heading back the way he'd approached than continuing on the previous path, and he was rewarded with a noticeable splashing sound; the hatchling had most definitely landed now. His victory was short-lived, however, for at the very same moment that his ears picked up a second splash -the hatchling must have decided to bounce on the water, or splash around or something- his balance suddenly decided that it would exist no more; something was wrong! As his body turned over, exposing his underside towards the direction which had been to his right just moments before, he once more looked backwards, this time seeing the Builder's tailfin-creation completely closed, fluttering uselessly in the wind.

Screeching out a surprised, somewhat panicked "No! Open, damn you!" towards the tailfin (which, by the way, completely ignored his command) he found himself falling back out of the sky, straight into the water beneath him.

Yuck, he was completely wet now. Not to mention, the water was rather deep, and half of his head, together with most of his body, was submerged, even though he'd already righted his position subconsciously; he wasn't face-down anymore. Regardless, his current position gave him the creeps; he couldn't keep himself afloat for eternity, and the fact that his fire didn't exactly like being wet wasn't helping matters, either.

Deciding to get himself out of the wet, he caught sight of the Builder a short distance away, cheering in the water. Whether the reason for such cheering was that the tailfin had done what it was supposed to (for a while), that it had crashed the moment the Builder was left behind or some other, unknown reason was a question he found himself unable to answer; he wasn't a mind reader, after all. Very few dragons were. Hopefully it wasn't the second reason, though.

* * *

><p>Dragging himself back up on solid ground after half a minute filled with strenuous attempts at swimming, some more successful than others, he shook any remaining water off of him and sat down on the ground, pulling his tail out in front of his eyes; planning to take a better look at the new tail.<p>

Of course, that's the exact moment it chose to open, if only just to spite him.

"Oh, so _now_ you decide to open. Well, we're no longer in the air, you can close now." he muttered, giving the fin an intense, annoyed glare, which only grew stronger as said fin once more ignored his command, electing to stay open as it hung down from the lower side of his tail. Stupid thing. Sure, incredibly helpful the times when it actually did what it was supposed to, but this wasn't one of those times. Right now, it was outright annoying.

Giving his tail a light shake, he, with a bit more force, said: "Close yourself right now or I'll... I'll...", the only problem being that he found himself unable to think up a threat which didn't involve harming the fin physically (as such an injury would practically make it useless).

The fin didn't move an inch, stubbornly refusing to do as the dragon wished. Just _why_ wouldn't it _listen_ to him? What was he doing wrong?

...actually, maybe he was doing something wrong; maybe he was even approaching this from the wrong direction altogether. He had to think this through, and maybe he'd find some way of solving this issue.

So, he knew for a fact that the tail did its job, even if somewhat unpredictably, during the majority of his flight session, and that it wasn't heeding the simplest commands right now. So what changed? Well, first of all, he wasn't in the air, but the tail had stopped listening before he went down, so that couldn't be it. Secondly, the hatchling wasn't on his tail anymore – that might be the problem, actually. The Builder had been its source, so maybe the language of those... creatures was all it knew? Could it be that it simply couldn't understand his own words? To be fair, it made more sense than any other explanation his mind had thought up so far; if he wanted to have control over the new fin, he'd need to speak the Builders' language, and probably learn to understand it far better than he did right now. _If_ it was even possible for him to speak the language in the first place, that is. Some of the Builders' sounds were far too foreign to be something he could replicate, and so it was doubtful that he'd ever be able to speak it, much less in the immediate future, but learning to understand it better – that would be a good start, not to mention that in doing so he would probably pick up other information about the Builders in general; maybe he'd find another solution there.

Having felt his flight return, if only for but a moment before it was once again lost, and having a clear idea of how he'd be able to make its stay more... permanent, he wasn't about to be deterred any time soon. He'd been granted a second chance few dragons ever got, and he'd be damned if he wouldn't make the most of it.

Wearing a new, determined expression, he rose fron the ground, returned his tail to its usual position behind him, and began to walk over to the Builder-hatchling, which was sitting on a rock a short way off. It was time to get to know his enemy, the Builders, and he had a perfectly peaceful one right there, the only one he didn't see as an enemy, just waiting to be learnt from.

* * *

><p>Okay, there, I'll just set the chapter end here, whilst the Shadow Hunter of our focus still believes the prosthetic to be more or less alive in its own right (though not anywhere near his own level), and we'll see what he learns, next time.<p>

Comments and reviews are appreciated.


	5. Chapter 5: An odd solution

So, here we are, the next chapter. I had a bit of struggle with this one; it was hard to determine whether or not Hiccup actually stayed in the cove for any amount of time after the 'splashdown', or if he headed straight for the village, seeing as he had dragon training. Eventually, as evident by you reading _this_ author's note (the other alternative had a different one, as I'm actually, by the writing of this author's note you're reading right now, writing on both of the alternatives simultaneously), I decided on the latter.

Furthermore, this chapter utterly busted the kind-of-schedule I had unofficially been running up until now. The whole thing froze and I ended up getting distracted by more one-shots which are probably never going to reach completion. My apologies for the wait, but I will not make any promises – I cannot predict in advance when a writer's block or other distraction will slow me down. Also, this chapter was a pain to name – still don't think that the name turned out very well, but things can't always be perfect. Ah well, regardless of my naming skill (or lack thereof), here's the next chapter; I hope it turned out okay.

* * *

><p><span><strong>Chapter 5: An odd solution<strong>

Apparently, as it soon showed, the builder wasn't as close as he'd thought. Seemingly, somewhere between his most recent crash and, well, right now, the being in question had managed to disappear. Following its smell had led him back to the entrance it'd used, so it had most likely left again. Serves him right for not paying attention, he supposed, but it was still an unwelcome interruption in his plan.

Having learnt a whole lot of nothing, only one question remained: what now?

To be fair, there wasn't really all that much he _could_ do. Trying to catch water-food without flight had already proved to be a waste of effort, and aside from that there was not much to do in the little hole in the ground that he was stuck in. Yes, stuck despite the recent... developments, all due to a highly uncooperative tailfin which, seemingly, had decided to close itself again somewhere along the line. At least it kept his tail's weight balanced, though, so there was always that; tearing it off would do no good.

Throwing one last, annoyed look at the builder's contraption, the Shadow Hunter trotted off, heading towards a cozy-looking spot in the sun, on top of a nearby rock, where he promptly lied down, resting both for the sake of trying to turn his day-night schedule back, as well as to let his stomach calmly process the food he'd previously consumed.

However, reality had something else in mind, it seemed, as it wasn't too long before his resting was interrupted by a persistent, recognizable noise; the buzzing of wings, rapidly beating in the air. Unless his ears were deceiving him, another dragon was nearby, and judging from how the noises sounded, the source seemed to be a Stonechewer. It was a bit of a strange name, seeing as there were, to his knowledge, quite a few different kinds of dragons which consumed rock on occasion, but as these commonly brown, sluggish yet rather tough ones were by far the most common in the Queen's domain, they had somehow gotten the designation regardless of the other ones' existence.

True enough, such a being showed up soon enough, passing over the southern side of the cove. It was small, however; but a mere hatchling, certainly too young to stand much chance of surviving alone. Whether its parents were nearby, had been killed or simply captured by the Queen, he didn't know, but-

Hold on, there's something different about that thought. _Captured_ by the Queen... Strange, he was certain that, just a few days ago, he would've thought something like saved or rescued; something which would've sounded a lot less negative. The Queen wasn't _bad_, the very thought was ridiculous, but right now, she didn't really feel _good_, either.

...Was he starting to have negative thoughts about the _Queen_? Was that negative part of him, the one which despised the Queen, the _bad_ part, taking control? Now that he wasn't near the perfection of the Queen, there was nobody there to keep the negative in control; would it grow until the point where it consumed him fully, filled him with an all-consuming evil? No, he couldn't let that happen. No matter what, he couldn't allow himself to become like the Que- it was happening already?! The Queen was most certainly not bad, in any way, shape or form. He had to get control of that evil side, before it destroyed everything else.

She did eat a lot of dragons, though...

'No! Snap out of it!' he told himself, forcing the doubts back where they belonged. He was not about to lose his mind like some lesser dragon. He was a Shadow Hunter, and would act as such.

Shaking his head in a physical effort to dislodge any stray thoughts, the black dragon finally managed to expel the treacherous ideas back to his mind's inner recesses. He'd keep sane at least a little bit longer.

The rest of the day was majorly eventless, as the Stonechewer had already vanished back out of sight by the time the Shadow Hunter broke out of his thought-path. Much to his satisfaction, he'd managed to catch a rather sizeable, lone piece of water-food from the lake, which he'd smugly consumed. He was getting better at this whole 'fish from the waterline' thing (he'd already concluded that trying to fish with his fire would not work; there was no way he'd risk swimming out there just to retrieve whatever stunned food the blast would procure, not to mention that he could be heard). Still, by the time the sun rose again the next day, the poor dragon was utterly bored out of his mind, and was yearning for something, _anything_ to do. At this rate he felt like he'd go insane before nightfall; with the exception of nary a minute's time, he'd been staring at the cove's dull, grey, stone walls for what felt like _ages_, even though he knew very well that it wasn't more than a few days.

* * *

><p>When the Builder-hatchling <em>finally<em> showed up, breaking the dreadful monotony, it was carrying something. Whatever it was, he didn't recognize it; he'd never seen anything like it, really. It was a big, flat, brown… thing, almost as long as the hatchling was tall. The other being came within a relatively short distance of the dragon, standing between him and the pool of water, and then held the thing up, as if showing it off. The impression was only amplified by the somewhat proud expression on the holder's face; it was definitively showing off the thing. Another one of its own creations? No food this time, though.

To be fair, at this point he was ready to try anything; it had already shown that the Builder _could_ restore his flight. Albeit the fake tailfin did not yet heed the dragon's commands, but it was a start, and there wasn't a doubt in his mind that if the Builder could repair something as fundamental as his flight, it would be able to make it usable without having said Builder clinging to his tail.

Right now, though, he'd been in the same place for far too long and –by the Queen he couldn't help himself– he found himself adopting a somewhat _playful_ stance, blurting out a challenge for the Builder to try and catch him. Then he turned to his right and started to half run half jump away, and he was met with the satisfying sound of a pair of running, light feet just moments later. Quite frankly, he was acting like a hatchling, which was far below a grown Shadow Hunter's pride and standards, but right now he just didn't _care_. This was just far too _fun_.

His path carried him around in a circle, passing by the side of the lake as he threw a glance backwards, tongue lolling out of his mouth as if he'd totally lost all resemblance of sanity, and indeed, his glance showed that the hatchling was chasing him, weird contraption held over its head.

Their game continued for a while longer, wherein the Shadow Hunter never once actually got caught. He'd ran around for a while, being continuously chased, until he'd managed to 'disappear' amongst a random collection of nearby rocks. Therefrom, he'd jumped out and grabbed the _thing_, running away with it in his mouth.

From there, the game practically ended, as he stopped a few steps away, dropping the thing to investigate what, exactly, said thing was. It was brown, mostly flat –both of which were pretty obvious- and smelt faintly of land-food with a slight, metallic hint. Tasted really strange, though. Then, before he got to investigating it any more, it vanished from his eyesight as the Builder snagged it back. Or, well, _attempted_ to snag it back; the Shadow Hunter's quick reflexes caused the whole thing to end in a playful tug-of-war, which he, having far superior physical strength, predictably ended up 'winning' within a matter of seconds.

Wearing a self-satisfied expression, the dragon threw the hatchling a victorious look, taking far too much pride in the victory. Of course, the hatchling in question didn't exactly seem to share his satisfaction, judging by the look on its face, which would best compare to the look one would get when trying to figure out how to reach the food which is hiding where one does not fit. It was up to something, but what?

The answer gave itself away quite swiftly, as within seconds the Builder seemed to get an idea, bending down and grabbing something off the ground. A moment later, this something flew over the dragon's head, and as one would predict, his gaze followed it to see what it was, and where it had ended up.

A rock?

Indeed, what now lay on the ground's grassy covering, not too far behind him, was a small, gray and mostly round rock. Why in the world did it do that? How would moving a rock there serve any sort of… you know what? Never mind. Builders were odd.

Turning his head back around, planning to question the hatchling, he immediately found that something was different. As in, the thing had vanished. Where did it…?

Oh.

Of course. Why did he not see that coming? The rock had been a distraction, and a surprisingly effective one at that. The odd sleeping schedule must be getting to him; he hadn't even noticed the approach, which must obviously have taken place in order for the hatchling to get close enough to grab the thing in the first place. That's where it had gone – the Builder was holding the thing once more.

Most of his kin would probably have been quite upset at being fooled in such a simplistic manner, but unlike most of them, he'd been in a real flock; solitary life wasn't his only experience. Admittedly he'd only joined it in the first place when his mother met an early death in the spike-filled mouth of a Burrower (he'd never forgiven that dragon); being too young to have any big chance of survival alone, he ended up coming along with a flock he'd stumbled on a few days later. Of course, living with a group meant that one had to develop at least some manner of tolerance towards the others' mischief, and the whole ongoing episode with the marvelous Queen hadn't exactly changed that.

Still, that distraction _really_ should not have worked.

The Builder just said something – if he heard it right, it was something like "If going to control "-and there came an unknown word which he supposed meant tailfin-" I am going to have to "-another odd word; he didn't recognize this one-" you". How typical that the key word in the whole sentence was an unknown. Still, it apparently was a necessity for getting the tailfin under control, so, somewhat uncertainly, he said yes. Regardless, it took a few more seconds before the Builder reacted, and even then it was in a somewhat uncertain manner; had it not heard his response?

A minute later, the Shadow Hunter _really_ wished that he'd known what he'd said yes to. First, one of the Builders' snake-things had gotten stuck in his 'fake' fin, and then there was the thing which had been such a mystery – it was now on his back, just in front of his wings' front, bordering on the neck. He could feel it, but annoyingly enough, no matter how he turned his head, he couldn't see it. To make things worse, the hatchling was sitting on said thing and, by extension, the dragon himself. This had to be the most embarrassing moment of his entire life – needless to say, this was not anywhere near what he had in mind when he wanted the tailfin to be controlled without the Builder _on his tail_. He got his wish, but this was not the way he intended it. At all.

The Builder pulled at the snake in its paw, and that, in extension, caused the tailfin to open. Okay, so maybe this _did_ work, but it was still not a solution he liked. Still, now that he already was in this ridiculous predicament, he might as well give flight a try.

His first impression was that carrying something on his back made flying feel a bit… off. His weight laid differently, throwing off his balance a bit. Secondly, he noticed that he wasn't actually crashing back to the ground; the tailfin was doing its job. For a few seconds, he flew steadily across the surface of the nearby pond as the hatchling directed the tailfin. Then, something happened. He didn't quite see, but as his course suddenly diverted to the side in a dive –without the hatchling, who flew on forwards– something must have gone wrong; the fin rebelled. Letting out a short, wordless roar of surprise, he rapidly descended.

With how close they were to the water, it didn't take long before his descent was replaced by a big splash. Water droplets flew out all over the place, showering the surface of the nearby water, and the dragon once more found himself in said collection of water. Wet again. Typical.

* * *

><p>Yeah, I'm cutting it short there. This chapter has been delayed long enough (would have been even longer, had my attention not been drawn back in by the arrival of another review), and it seemed like a suitable place to stop. Hope you enjoyed.<p>

Comments and reviews are appreciated.


End file.
